THE   MURDER
His last words may have been for her; hers for Jbuu no one overheard them. There is no one to mourn. him. Only the children weep in the Belvedere Palace
Meanwhile the crowd has seized the murderer,   I had  hurriedly swallowed   cyanide,   but  vomited  it again. He is a High School student, a Serb by race, Austrian subject. His name is doubly symbolical, Gab Princip—"Bringer   of  tidings."   To   what   end   th tidings ? And tidings of what principle ?
#                   *
Three hours later, in Kiel Bay, a motor-launch dr near the Hohenzollern, the Imperial yacht. The Kai Wilhelm, dressed as an   admiral, stood on deck un the awning, umpiring the race. By turning his eyes little eastward he could see a few black ships silhouet against the sun.  They were flying  the  Union  J Churchill himself, First Lord of the Admiralty, wanted to come in person with these English ships, first which had appeared at the Kiel week for nmet years; but Tirpitz had refused "to sit at the same ta, with that adventurer."  The  Kaiser  did  not miss Englishman; he had already had more than enou_ on the previous evening, of his Ambassador to England1 protestations of England's love of peace. He had, ho' ever, been expecting Briand. He would have liked talk with that citizen of Paris, and had sent him invitation through the Prince of Monaco, But Bri had not come. Why?
Caution, mistrust between the three countries.   _„ Ettle Italian, too, was growing ever more reserved. Wi tfottj anyone left to trust in, except the Old Gentle to Vnemna?
the,launch has reached the side of the shl on the launch beckon to those on deck.  T.
Sf^z?*7^ them I*9?'* ^e wil1 not be bother "!&» paper in the launch insists, holds up a telegr tf 9n • cigarette-case significantly, and throws  j} 26                                        I
